294                                SHEPPEY                           ACT  III

SHEPPEY: Well, you know your own business best,

DEATH: I have my whims and fancies.

SHEPPEY: Being a woman.

DEATH: You like your little joke, don't you?

SHEPPEY: I always *ave. 'Aving a sense of 'umout 'as been
an asset to me. I've often 'eard my customers say to
the governor, No, I'll wait for Sheppey. 5E always gives
me a good laugh.

DEATH: That's more than my customers can say of me.

SHEPPEY: {Gently chaffing her.] I suppose on the whole people
would just as soon 'ave your room as your company.

DEATH: Fm not often welcome. And yet sometimes you'd
think they'd be glad to see me.

SHEPPEY: Well, I don't know. It's not a very nice thing
to say to a lady, but I think your looks are a bit against
you.

DEATH: I felt there must be something.

SHEPPEY: Funny me taking you for Bessie Legros. Now I
come to talk to you you're not a bit like her. Of course
she's what they call a common prostfcute, but there's
something you can't 'ardly 'elp liking about 'er. [He
pinches his arm]

DEATH: Why do you do that?

SHEPPEY: I was only pinching my arm. I wanted to see if
I was awake. I'm dreaming, but I know I'm dreaming.
That's funny, isn't it?

DEATH: What makes you think you're dreaming?

SHEPPEY: Well, I know I am. I'm sitting in my chair 'aving
a nap really. I've been 'aving the most extraordinary
dreams lately. I was telling the doctor about them only
this afternoon. Our own doctor thougkt I was potty,
\With glee] I got back on 'im all right. Sold sim a bottle
of oar number three.